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they set out along Silver Street, past the Vicarage gate, past Miss
Drew's gate, past the ancient Tithe Barn, till they arrived at
Chilkwell Street. They did not delay very long contemplating
Mr. Geard's improvements. As they peered between the rudi-
mentary columns of the Saxon arch at the disturbed waters of the
well, Red Robinson announced that in his opinion the labourers
down there had been "bithing" in the fountain. Dave protested
strongly against any such idea. "It's not the weather for bathing/9
he said. "Besides," lie added, "they're all Glastonbury men; and
everyone here respects this place."
"High'd bithe 'ere if I 'ad the mind," muttered Red.
When they reached the top of Chalice Hill they hunted about
for the newly discovered inscription but without success.
"It's either a fike or a bloody superstition," said Red. "If I 'ad
my way I'd clear out the whole bilin' 'eap of these, bloomin'
relics."
"Let's sit down," said Dave, "and then we can tell Mr. Trent
what we've thought of."
They all three sat down on the already brown and fast-wither-
ing bracken and leaned their backs against a hillock of green
moss. Red Robinson became silent now, leaving it to Mr. Spear
to explain to Paul Trent what their idea was. Although he would
never have confessed it and indeed would have been handicapped
by his manner of speech in the expression of it, Red felt at that
moment, as the sun began to show signs of breaking through the
clouds, a vague feeling of sensuous well-being very unusual to
him. The personality of Sally Jones presented itself vividly to his
mind. He had been seeing a lot of Sally lately-and had come to
the conclusion that he would ask her to marry him. He knew
it was his mother's notion that he was Sally's social superior,
she being the Geard's maid-of-all-work and he being foreman of
a factory, but he had grown to be so fond of the girl that he was
inclined to risk his mother's social disappointment.
It had been a good deal of a strain upon him, his1 former as-
piration for the hand of Miss Crummie; and it had been worse
than a strain the rebuff he had suffered from Blackie Morgan.
With Sally he felt, for the first time in nis relations with any
ivo-man, completely at ease.